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Getting To Know You 


Nate sat in the front window, waiting. He dressed in tight, ripped jeans rolled at his ankles, flip-flops, and a tank 
top that he cut off at the hem to show off his navel. When the red Corvette pulled up in front of the garage 
below, Nate squealed and hopped up. 


"Don't wait up, bitches!" He yelled at Chris and Taylor and then bounced out the door and down the steps. He 


jumped into the car and covered Jerry's face with kisses 

The older man laughed and gently pushed Nate back. "Okay, okay! Im happy to see you, too" 
"So, what are we doing?" Nate asked as he settled into the seat 

"What would you like to do?" Jerry drove the car out of the complex's parking lot 

"Go back to your house and fuck," Nate replied with a grin. He watched Jerry's lips twitch. 


"Not tonight. Soon, maybe." 


"Please?" Nate's hand slipped between Jerry's legs. 


"Behave yourself, cutie." Jerry took his hand and removed it from his crotch. "| want you as much as you 


want me, but lets do this right, okay?" 

"Yes, sir. You know i's already backward, though. Some people have a date or two before they fuck" 
"This isn't a date. You don't date, remember?" 

"Ive been willing to reconsider lately" 

"Oh, yeah? Why's that?" 

"Your husband. We had fun" 

"Ah! 

Nate giggled. "Doesn't that sound funny? | went on a non-date with your husband and we had a blast 
"Maybe" 

After a pause, Nate asked, "So, what's happening, Jerry?" 

"What's happening?" 

"Yeah. Like, where are we headed?" 

"Now?" 

"No. Like us. All of us" 


"| don't know. | think it depends. | want to be with you again. | think you're special, Nate. | would like to see just 


you again. You know, no more random hook-ups. If km not with Stone, Im with you" 

Nate melted, sliding down in his seat a little. "Really 

"Yeah. Yeah, | think so. 

"What does Stoney want?" 

"Im not sure what he wants with you. But | know he wants to be happy. He wants to feel secure’ 


Nate thought for a moment. "Will knowing that you're only with me help him feel more secure?" 


"That was my hope, but, to be honest, | don't know." 

‘| really like him." 

"| know." 

"I couldn't bear the thought of hurting him." 

"Nor could |" 

Nate smiled as Jerry took his hand and kissed his knuckles. 


Jerry drove down to the ferry docks and onto the ferry to Bainbridge Island. "I thought this would give us a 
chance to talk. Want to get out?" 


They left the car and walked up the stairs to the top deck. It was warm and partly sunny, but Nate still 


shivered a little. He leaned into Jerry, who wrapped his arms around the boy. 

"Why didn't you tell me you were a skater?" 

"It didn't come up. | was too busy getting into your pants" 

"That explains those dance moves," Jerry replied as he rubbed his hands up and down Nate's back 

"Nah. Sneaking into clubs when | was fifteen explains those dance moves: 

"| really want to see you skate 

"You will” 

"Why did you stop? Did you get hurt or something?" 

The boy pulled back and turned to lean against the boat's railing. "You could say that. Stoney didn't tell you" 
Jerry shook his head. "No, baby. He didn't 

Nate studied Jerry's earnest expression. He could already see what he perceived as concern in the older man's 
blue eyes. "| started skating competitively when | was fen | had heroes, you know? Like you had Eddie Van 


Heflin.” 


Jerry laughed softly. "Van Halen." 


With a light blush rising on his cheeks, Nate continued. "Right. So, | was working my way up. | won a lot of local 
competitions here in Washington and then went to junior nationals when | was fifteen. | did pretty well. | met 


some of my heroes. Johnny Weir. Do you know him? He went to the Olympics a couple times." 
"| know the name." 


Nate nodded. "Well, when | was seventeen, | moved up to nationals and | was competing against these guys. My 


heroes. It was like a dream come true." He paused and gave Jerry a little grin. "He asked me out." 

"Johnny Weir?" 

"Yep. And we became inseparable. God, | loved him. He was „he was everything to me. My first," Nate's blush 
deepened. "And my mentor, my biggest fan -and- my challenger." He took a slow, deep breath and turned to 
look out at the water. "And then | found out that the entire time we were together, he was dating someone 
else. Someone who didn't skate and wasn't traveling with us on the circuit. So | didn't know about him, he didn't 
know about me. |, um, | didn't handle it well. | made scenes, | screamed and cried, | just .broke down. And he ..! 
don't know. Maybe he felt threatened? But he attacked my skating, not me. | believed him, too, because he was 
my hero." Nate dropped his head and sniffled, quickly reaching both hands up to swipe at his eyes. 

Jerry touched his shoulder. "Oh, baby. l'm so sorry." 


The boy rushed into Jerry's arms, pushing his face into his chest as he clutched his shirt. "You know 
something?" 


Jerry held him tightly and pet his hair. "What's that?" 

"I told most of that to Stoney the other night and he was the first person to make me feel like none of it 
mattered. | mean I've lost kids when the story finally got around to their parents. | get hate messages on my 
blog like every day. But when | saw the look in Stoney's eyes.." Nate pulled back and looked up at Jerry. "Like 
the look in your eyes right now .it feels nice to see that someone can see it through my eyes." 
"Sweetheart," Jerry murmured and pulled the boy back into a tight hug. 

They drove off the ferry, to a small Italian restaurant. 

"Will you let me drive her sometime?" 

"Her who?" 


"The car!" 


"How do you know it's a girl?" 


"Aren't all the pretty cars girls?" 
"Well, | like boys, so .. 

"Can | drive him sometime?" 
"Maybe." 


In the restaurant, Jerry chose a small table outside, overlooking the marina. Nate had to show his ID when he 


ordered a glass of chardonnay, which made Jerry snicker under his breath. 
"Does that happen a lot?" 

Nate nodded. "Every time | go to someplace new" 

"| guess you have a baby face" 

"Well, | am twenty-two, so ." 

"Good point," Jerry muttered and hid behind his menu. 


After Jerry ordered the veal and Nate asked for a Caesar salad with grilled shrimp, the boy sipped his wine 
and studied Jerry's face. "There's something I've been thinking about .." He began 


"Is that so?" 

"Yeah. | don't want to insult you, though." 

Jerry tilted his head, a little smile tickling his lips. "You won't. What's on your mind, kid?" 
"Okay. You met Stoney when you were like my age, right?" 

"Yeah, pretty close to your age." 

"And you, um, you cheated on him while you were dating?" 

Jerry nodded. He glanced out at the marina. "Several times, yes." 


"Okay. And it's, like, because you have this ..need to be physical with others? Like a sex addict?" He could tell 


he was pushing Jerry's boundaries. Nate tensed when Jerry's face fell. 


"Yeah," The older man murmured. "Kind of like that." 


Nate reached across the table and placed his hand over Jerry's. "Then how can you be sure I'll be enough to 


satisfy that need? What if l'm not?" 
"You will be." His voice sounded strained. 


Nate swallowed and dropped his gaze. "But | don't know, Jerry. What if I'm not but, in the meantime, I've fallen 
for you? And Stoney? What if you decide you're done with me?" 


Jerry sighed and brought his free up to rub his face. "Nate, | -" 


"No, it's okay. l'm not, like, hurt already or trying to say you're gonna end up hurting me. I'm just throwing it 
out there." 


Jerry nodded. He was quiet for a long time, then he put his hand over Nate's. "In twenty-five years, the 
amount of people I've slept with is well, its staggering, really. Embarrassing, for sure. But besides the man | 
was lucky enough to marry, there's only one other that | felt the need to see again. You." 

With a little smile, Nate chewed his lip. 

"| don't know where this will go. But | do know that | will care for you and do my best to respect you and what 
you want out of life." Jerry paused and pulled his hands away when the server brought dinner. After he left, 
Jerry continued, "Does that sound okay to you? | understand if it's not" 


"It does," Nate nodded as he picked up his fork. "| guess it's just a little nerve-wracking. | feel like | might 


constantly be wondering if you've grown bored with me." 
Jerry scowled as he stared at his veal. "That's a valid concern, | guess." 


The rest of dinner was quiet, even though Nate had ordered a second glass of wine and drank it quickly, hoping 
it would lighten the mood a little. 


When they got back in the car, he apologized. "I feel like | hurt your feelings, Jerry. I'm sorry." 


The older man gave him a little smile. "You didn't hurt my feelings, my darling. You were honest and | can tell 


you've given this a lot of thought. That makes me happy." 
"You don't seem happy.” 
"| have a lot to think about, too." 


"Well, before you do all that thinking, remember that was all what-if. Hypothetical. I'm not saying it's gonna 
happen" 


"OF course.” Jerry smiled but it didn't quite reach his eyes. 


On the ferry back to Seattle, they stayed in the car this time. Nate shifted and leaned into Jerry, who 


wrapped his arm around the boy's shoulders. 
"These non-dates have been stupidly romantic." 


Jerry rubbed his cheek against Nate's hair. "Maybe we somehow figured out that you deserve a litte 


romance." 
"Corny." 


"Shh," Jerry gently shushed him as he tightened his arm around him. "There's another hypothetical situation 


you haven't considered." 

"What's that?" 

"What if | start to feel something for you?" 

"Your track record suggests that that's a near impossibility." 

A blanket of tense silence fell over the car again 

‘I'm sorry," Nate mumbled. 

‘It's okay. You're being honest. | appreciate that." 

"You know what?" Nate began as he pulled back "Let's stop talking and just make out 
| don't know. Talking is good." 

"So is making out, though." 

“Again, a valid point" Jerry raised an eyebrow and pretended to think. 
"You have to think about it? Really?" 

"Yes. | really think it's good to talk all of this stu -" 

The boy rolled his eyes and grabbed Jerry's shirt, pulling him into a kiss. 


Jerry cradled the back of Nate's head in one hand while he returned the kiss, giving him his tongue. Nate 
purred as their tongues swirled around each other. He slid his hands along Jerry's whiskered jaw, his fingers 


threading through his hair. 

"Sweet boy," Jerry whispered as he took a breath. 

By the time the ferry docked in Seattle, Nate had managed to climb into Jerry's lap. He continued to comb his 
fingers through the older man's long hair as they kissed. Nate slowly rocked his hips against Jerry, moaning 
softly when Jerry's hands slipped under his thin tank top. Those guitarist's calluses raked against his skin, 
making Nate shudder and moan louder. He finally leaned back and hit the horn on the steering wheel. Nate 
erupted in giggles. 

"Okay," Jerry murmured and then carefully guided Nate back to the passenger seat. 

As they drove back to Nate's apartment, raindrops started to dot the windshield. Jerry pulled to the curb and 
put the top up. He glanced at Nate and shook his head. "You've already been spending too much time with my 
husband. He makes that same face." 

"Well, | mean | love this car, but we do live in Seattle." 

"Says the same thing, too. That's it. You're forbidden to see him again" 

Nate laughed. "Yeah. Okay." 

They sat in the car in front of Nate's place for a while. 

"So, when will | see you again?" Nate asked. 

"I don't know. Soon. Very soon, | hope." 

"Me, too." 

Jerry took his hand. "I know | am asking a lot of you." 

"But you're not. Not really. This is what | wanted. Remember? | did ask to see you again, too." 

"That's right. You did" 

Nate smiled "So please don't think that all the stuff we talked about means | don't want this. | do. You're not 
the only one who'd like to end the random hook-ups." He leaned over and kissed Jerry and then opened the 


door. "Call me. Soon." 


He bounced up the steps to the front door, giving Jerry a wave before disappearing inside. 


